CHAPTER   9

HUNGARIAN   IDYLL

WE drove out of Budapest on a sunny Sunday in the early morning
and followed the road to Belgrade for a while and then turned off
and travelled between the rich nurseries of the Bulgarian
gardeners, through a German and then through a Serbian village,
deep into the heart of the Hungarian countryside until we came
to, let us say, Dunapatay.

Janos and his wife Ilka were excited, because they hadn't been
home for a long time and they looked forward to seeing their
people, Janos's parents and Ilka's in-laws, and the little farm they
hoped to inherit one day, only that Janos's mother, who rather
disapproved of Ilka, seemed at seventy-five likely to live to be a
hundred and Janos's grandmother, who was already ninety-nine
and bedridden had been declared by the doctor to be good for
another ten years, so that this business of inheritance moved
slowly, and meanwhile Janos and Ilka lived frugally in Budapest
and thought longingly of that little farm.

After an hour we turned off the rough road into a still rougher
one, and drove for a few minutes through tall kukuruz fields, and
then the view opened out again and there, remote and peaceful,
was Dunapatay, with Janos's father waiting at the entrance to the
village for the approaching cloud of dust that would bring his
son with it. They seldom saw a motor car in Dunapatay and
when I turned into the little farmyard, with the buildings standing
round it, the village lads and girls came in afterwards and looked
at it and touched it, and opened the door and sat in it, and when I
began to take small parties for trips round the village there was
great excitement and one octogenarian lady sprang in like a kitten
and thoroughly enjoyed herself.

A great day. A wonderful tranquillity reigned in that farm-
yard, with the geese clucking about in one corner and the pigs
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